Appendix V.

The helpless man sprung from the gig,

And strove the road to gain,
But Thurtell poune'd on him, and dash'd

His pistol through his brains.
Then pulling out his murderous knife,

As over him he stood,
He out his throat, and, tiger-like,

Did drink his reeking blood.

Methinks' the moon withdrew her light,

Affrighted to behold,
And through the curtains of the night,

Pity cry'd, "Hold! hold!"
But no remorse did Thurtell feel,

Revenge and thirst of gain*
He'd sear'd hi& heart as hard a-s steel,

And Pity wept in vain.

The mangled corpse he then conceal'd,

And to the cottage came,
Where he the horrid tale reveal'd,

How he poor Weare had  slain,.
Although his hands were warm with blood,

He down to supper sat,
Arid pa;ss'd the time in merry mood,

With drink and songs and chat.

PAET THIRD.

Soon as the morning sun appeared

Two labourers did espy
A -small penknife with blood besmear'd,

Which on the grass did. lie;
Also a pistol on the ground,

Cover'd with human brains,
And all the wither'd leaves around

With drops of blood were stain'd.

Amaz'd and frighten'd at the sight,

They said, " We sadly fear
A deed of horror yesternight

Has been committed here."
And soon this thing was nois'd about,

And reach'cl the magistrates.,
Who,  sending for the labourers,

They did the whole relate,                  213